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The few there were proved inadequate. This emboldened the
workers still further. The Government is being blamed by many
people.

The flames spread to Johannesburg. Friday saw the worst*
Life and property were in danger. The Government requisitioned
the entire police force of South Africa. Meanwhile bloodshed
continued. There was blood in the workers' eyes. They carried
red flags and were bedecked with red tassels. They intimidated
the men working the trams. The authorities showed wisdom and
stopped the trams. The leader was a woman named Mrs. Fitzger-
ald. Accompanied by a gang of 50 people, she threatened the
shopkeepers and made them close down the shops. Trade came
to a standstill in Johannesburg. People were in panic and began
to store foodgrains, etc. The cost of a bag of coal went up to ten
shillings.

Things did not stop there. At night, Mrs. Fitzgerald and
her companions went to the railway station, where they broke
windows and doors. The ticket-office and the godown were re-
duced to ashes. They were in no way deterred by the police. One
Kaffir employee was burnt to death. Then, at about nine at night,
the crowd went to the office of The Star. There some of the men
broke the windows and went in. They made a heap of all the
copies of the paper and put a lighted match-stick into it. A few
hours, and a beautiful building was a heap of ashes. This news-
paper has been under a cloud many a time. It has not come out
till Tuesday. The fire brigade which came to extinguish the
fire was driven back by the workers. Then they looted the arms
and ammunition shops and, taking possession of guns and powder,
prepared themselves to fight. Other shops were also plundered.
Three or four Indian shops, too, were looted. This seems to have
been the work not of the workers but of ruffians. When there is
chaos, who will listen to whom?

Meanwhile, the Government had woken up. Johannesburg
was crowded with police. Guards were posted at important build-
ings. On Saturday afternoon, the strikers began an attack on the
Rand Club. The police warned the people, coaxed them. The
law-breakers paid no heed. Shots were fired over their heads.
But they were not frightened. Thereupon, they aimed the guns
exactly at their bodies. Bullets descended in a shower, killing the
guilty and the innocent. Blood flowed in streams. Many died
and many were wounded. The Red Cross came, removed the
dead and took the wounded to hospital. Terror reigned now.
People began to runt for their lives. The Rand Club was savedt